bed like a china doll. For'er the troubles of k#de old
over. The Good Lord 'ad taken my wife to 'Insrci-
The room was as 'ushed as a great cathedral. You
could almost 'ear the angels singing/*
The five children in the house were looked after,
with many cuffs and oaths, by sixteen-year-old Alice,
blowsy and bepainted, their eldest. Old Adolf would
mildly protest as she bustled round the littered dining-
table, distributing slaps impartially on every hand:
"Don't 'it my little Winnie! Don't 'it my little JessieF*
She had learned to pay no attention to him, and a new
howl of pain would rise from a fresh quarter of the
room. Sometimes, still watery-eyed from his latest
excursion to the pub, he would complain mildly of his
bad luck. "These are 'ard times for a good man," he
would say. "You see what this 'ouse is, all running
to rack and ruin. It seems as if the world don't 'old
no room for a conscientious workman. If only I 'ad^
a little bit of work now."
Adolf's lack of business was, of course, due almost
entirely to his love of liquor. But it is easier for a child
to see a misfortune than a fault in a grown-up, and
besides, my upbringing had given me no very fixed
moral standards. I went home to my mother night
after night full of the woes of the family. It did not
take long to touch her heart and soon she sent him a
watch to mend. I don't remember that the watch was
ever mended, but it was followed by a parcel of old
clothes, to replace the gaps which the pawnshop had
made in the household's wardrobe. Then Adolf came
up to our flat to express his thanks. He sat down at
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